
Captain Courageous! The Lone 
Warrior! Typhoon Tyson! Paul 
Revere, Jr.! These and other dash- 
ing, smashing characters will hold 
you spellbound in this new exciting, 
patriotic hit! Go to your newsdealer 
now — only \0f — and get your copy 

BANNER COMICS 



MA'GNO AND DAVEY! VULCAN' 
LIGHTNING! THE RAVEN! These 
are the favorite comic characters of 
millions of American boys and girls. 
Now — for the first time — - these 
favorites of Lightning Comics and 
Super-Mystery Comics are combined 
into one big smashing magazine! 
Watch for this swell book 
4 FAVORITES 
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SETTER GO NOW. COBRA __ 




LATER^THEOSBRAS FORM- 
ATION APPROACHES ONE OF 
THE LARSE LAKES THATFEED 
NBV/ YORK WITH WATER 
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IN SECRET HEADQUARTERS; IN 
TOWN t THE FOUR ARSONISTS RE- 
PORT TO A MASKED MAN THE"/ 
ONLY KNOW AS J B05S" f 
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WATCH FOR VULCAN 8 NEXT 

ADVENTURE IN 
SUPER-AWFtm COMICS 
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SUDDENLY, THE CAR'S 
SHORT-WAVE RADIO BLARES 



- ATTENTION. .ALL POLICE! 
TRIOOER TERRONE 
BROKE OUT OF DEATH 
HOUSE OF THE STATE 
PRISON TONIGHT. HE IS 
ARMED ! BELIEVED TO 
BE AT LAROE IN THE 
C/TY.r. 



WHAT DID I TELL YOU! IT 
WA5 TERRONE AFTER ALL 
TRIED TO KILL LANSINCr 
FOR. SNAPPING- THAT 
PICTURE OF HIM KlLLINGr 
THE COP AT THE HOLDUP 




I'LL CATCH THAT RAT MYSELF ! IT'LL 
BE A SORRY DAY WHEN I HAVE TO 
DEPEND ON THE DA'S OFFICE FOR HELP 




TERRONE 1S..GOIN& TO BE A SLIPPERY 
EEL TO CATCH, I'M COINS TO WORK AS 

THE BLACK SPIDER AND STOP HIM y 
BEFORE HE LEARNS THAT HE ONLY^t 

WOUNDED LANSIN&V 

OKAY, RALPH. -I'LL 




I'LL PUT DESE LILIES ON 
HIS CHEST AFTER I PLUG 
HIM. WAIT HERE, SPIKE 





BUT DI5 OAT IS STILLY 
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THE BUCK 5WWR 15 ONLY 

SLIGHTLY SHAKEN BY HIS 
LEAP TO SAFETY 



INSPECTOR STERN AND 
THE POLICE WILL KNOW 
WHAT TO DO WITH r ^f , 
THESE RATS ^\L(/ 




NEXT MORNING". IN D.A. 
NELSON'S OFFICE 



WELL.TERRONE AND HIS 
GANG- WILL SUFFER FOR 
THEIR- EVIL WORK. I CAUGHT 
THEM LAST NIGHT 




THE PAPERS 
SAID THE 
POLICE WERE 
AIDED BY THE 

BLACK 
SPIDER 




MORE AWEUTURF.5 OF TH£ glACK 
SPIDiR IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF 

SUPER-MVSTERY COMICS 




//V HIS OFFICE SCHOOL PRINCIPAL, 
ROBERT BLAKE IS MAVWS- A TALK 
WITH THE EDITOR OF THE SCHOOL PAPER 
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WHERE'S CHET A /SOMETHING' 
flft. BLAKE? I'VE \ WRONG.'"" 
BEEN OUT VISITING-) BETTER NOT WORRV 
A FRIEND 



THAT SETTLES IT. HE'S NOT 
IN SCHOOL TODAY. BETTER 
CALL AN ASSEMBLE AND 
SEND HIS SCHOOLMATES- 
OUT TO HUNT FOR HIM. 
I'D BETTER GET SET A6 
BUCkSKW AND AID 
THE SEARCH 





amfdica'sm boy5, something has 
defender )\ happened to your 

m FRlEND.CHrTGORDOH 

HE NEYER. WROTE 

THAT VILE EDlTGRML 

I SUSPECT THAT 

SOME HARM HAS 

COME TO HIM... 

FORM SEARCHING 

PARTIES AND COMB 

THE TOWN AND 

SURROUND1H6 COUNTRY 

S\0l.. TALON ANO / , 

WILL AID IN THE m 

SEARCH. DON'T JZ, 

lOSE A MINUTE !&sl* 



\THS 3QYS FOLLOW BUCXStfWS 
\Q80EX3 AND NIGHTFALL FIN&5 , 
THEM &VS/LY SEARCHING- 







THE TWO NAZIS AXE A/1AZE&A7 
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DOWN ON THEM H j 
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\\TNE DOOR CRASHES IN 
\\ UNDER. THE MIGHTY 
i SHOUL&B.R OF BUOfSKm 




SEVERAL DAYS LATER, IN PRINCIPAL 
BLAKE'S OFFICE y ~ 



IWE. HEARD ' 

FROM A\V PAD, 

MR. BLAKE. HE'S 

ESCAPED THE 

GESTAPO AND 

WILL BE HOME 

IN A FEW WEEKS 




FELLOWS, DON'T FORGET I' 
WAS BUCKSK/M WHO RESCU 
US AND MAPE. IT POSSIBLE 
FOR ME TO GET /AV 
STORV TO THE SCHOOL 
PAPER IN ITS TRUE 
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AND TOMORROW THE GRAVE- 
DIGGERS WILL HAVE EXTRA 
BUSINESS/ j - 
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Blood 

By Ralph 



WIND swept the ram along the mountain- 
side in surging gusts. Henry Jordan, 
bending against it. forced his way down 
the narrow, winding roadway. It stung his face, 
beat his chest. His feet were soaked, and inside 
the collar of his troncheoat cold dampness 
dripped down his back. 

Every day for a week he had left the house 
on the mountain and walked down to the 
wooden bridge. Because every day for a week 
it had rained like this. And the surveyor who 
was there that summer had said a heavy ram. 
swelling the stream that broke under a water- 
fall under the bridge and careened down the 
cliff, would take the little bridge away. It was 
old and rotten. Henry Jordan had said nothing 
to Grace: "he'd intended having it fixed, and 
forgotten. Nov.- things were different. 

He'd thought, in fact, of hacking away some 
of the supporting timbers. But no — they'd find 
the pieces and detect sabotage. The rain must 
do it. 

Today, at the bend of the road, he saw his 
hope realized. The bridge was gone. One plank 
was left, in the center, across -the stream that 
swelled into a raging flood. His eyes narrowed. 
He came closer, tried the plank with his foot. 
He stood on it. not too far from the end to 
leap back. It held him. but it sagged. A car 
would crumple it like a matchstick. 

From his dangerous perch he looked down 
where the speeding stream spread over the 
jagged rocks. A sheer drop of eighty feet, into 
the shallow lake beside the highway. 

Shuddering, he drew back to the muddy 
road. Then he squared his shoulders and start- 
ed uphill again. 

The house was palatial. It wasn't his. Noth- 
ing was his. he thought\bitterly as he threw 
his wet hat down in the dim living room and 
look up the phone. Nothing was his now. But 
it would be — 

"This is Henry, Grace." 

"What do you want?" The tone said she 
wanted to see him but didn't want to let her- 
self. He smiled. He could still sway her! 

"Something important. Must see vou 
quickly." 

"What is it?" 

"I can't talk on the phone. Can you come 
up here? " 

"When?" she said 

"Right away, if vou can." 



"I — " she hesitated. 

"Please. Grace. It's terribly important. It's 
almost — life and death." 

"All right. Henry. I'll drive right up. Ten 
minutes." 

Grimly he put down the phone. She meant 
ten minutes. Though it was a twenty-minute 
drive. He couldn't have found a better candi- 
date for death on that road. Before ho had ever 
known her. before he had set his teeth for 
fabulous wealth she'd inherited from her 
father, she'd been a slave to her mad passion 

She drove with the abandon of a drunkard, 
yet with infallible precision. She'd had five 
speedboats, he didn't know how many cars, 
two planes. Then the helicopter. She'd bought 
one of the first ones. And landed it atop a 
barn, and made all the papers. That was the first 
he'd heard of her. and he made up his mind 
he was going to have some of that gravy. He 
wangled an invitation from a friend of a friend, 
and from there on — 

Pride filled him. as he stripped for a steam- 
ing shower. He hadn't worked twenty other 
rackets for nothing: In a month she'd been bis 
— together with a chance at several million 
dollars! 

For a time he'd almost loved her. She was 
beautiful, and she was swell. He felt sorry it 
had to be her. in a way. But he didn't love her 
enough to slacken the pace with which he 
wormed into the dough, winning bit by bit from 
the dawdling people who took care of it for 
her. They liked him. Good-looking, good com- 
pany — and a real business brain! But they 
didn't know how real. 

So that was how things stood when she sud- 
denly neglected the neck-risking aquaplane, 
forgot the fast horse on which she'd been 
scraping mountain trees, the shinning super- 
charged roadster in the big garage that was 
a nodding acquaintance of Death — and started 
looking about the house a bit. 

HE DIDN'T know what had roused her 
suspicion. Some chance remark — some 
look he'd given her. Whatever it was, she'd 
Started looking through his desk, and she'd 
found what she needed. She'd gone to live with 
her mother then, in the next town. That was 
a month ago. and since then he'd been a des- 
perate man. 

Not that a divorce would ruin him. He had 
control of enough dough to keep him from 
honest work all the rest of his life. The trouble 
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was. she'd unearthed some of the Carney dope. 
God. that was the worst boner ever pulled, 
leaving that around. He'd been overconfident. 
That had been the most nearly perfect murder- 
for-money in the books — or out of them! Until 
today. Today he was forced to chalk up one 
that was even surer, slicker — not a flaw. 

Forced to it. because she had enough dope- 
to hang him for the Carney job. She hadn't 
squawked yet. because she loved him. Even 
now. But she was going to divorce him because 
she couldn't live with a crook and murderer. 
And when she divorced him. and he came out 
of it with a handful of her dough — her hot red 
head would forget she'd loved him. and he'd 
land in the chair. 

So — this way was best. He wished she wasn't 
such a nice, speed-mad kid. He hated to do 
what the million chances she'd taken with sud- 
den death had failed to do. But he had to. 

And the washout would do it At the speed 
she took that rise, rounded that bend, nothing 
would save her. He'd come up that hill with 
her at the wheel, and he'd been scared. Even 
when the bridge had been there. And now it 
was gone. 

His bath over, he put on robe and slippers. 
Nothing to do but wait. They'd phone. He'd 
register amazement, shock. The bridge gone! 
No, he didn't know. Hadn't been out today. 
What? Dead! 

He tried to read. No soap. Well, it wouldn't 
be long. 

Then the knock came at the door. So soon? 
Why hadn't they phoned? And how did they 

She smiled when he opened the door. "Didn't 
take me long, did it?" She brushed the rain 
from her slacks, from 'her leather coat. 

"No." He forced a smile. "You were quicker 
than I expected." Lord, were there still mir- 
acles ? There was no other way up that 
mountain — 

He turned away as she sat down. "Like a 
drink?" He opened the liquor cabinet, strug- 
gling for control. She must have walked up! 
But why? 

"Onlv Scotch?" she said. "You know Henrv 
1 like rye." 

"Only Scotch, dear." Apparently she didn't 
know about the bridge. Wei], okay. Just pre- 
tend you don't either. Don't look jittery. 

But then she said: "Would you run down 
to Sigerson's and get a bottle of rye? The car's 
out front." 



His face was pasty. His hand shook. 

"The liquor store is closed." he said. "I 
phoned them a while ago." 

Then he saw the gun in her hand. 
*"I brought this when I left you." she said. 
"I promised myself I'd never come near you 
without it. I fought myself to do it. because — 
1 loved you. I m almost afraid I love you now. 
Almost. But you're not fit to live. You didn't 
kill me — and you couldn't burn for Irving. But 
you can burn for killing old man Carney. Take 
a drink while 1 phone. You'll need it." 
. He did. His knees seemed rubber. He 
slumped in the big chair 

"Sheriff?" she said. '-This is Grace Jordan. 
Come and get a nice murderer. No. we're both 
all right. But I'm not joking. Look, sheriff — 
go slow. The wooden bridge is washed out. 
Stop there and walk. There's one plank that 
will bear your weight. All right." 

STILL covering him. she smiled as she set 
the phone aside. "You see. Henry, I was 
going to give you another chance. I was a fool, 
but I loved you. Not too well, though, to ask 
you that question about the liquor store. I 
noticed on my way up that the store is open." 

He was staring vacantly. He said thickly: 
'You devil! The one day you'd have got what 
you've been asking for in ten years of driving 
and flying like blazes, you go slow." 

"I didn't drive up slowly, Henry," she said. 
"I drove up fast. Fastest I've ever done it, 
I guess." 

His mouth dropped open, but his stubborn 
brain made him say: "Nuts! That one board 
wouldn T t have held you! You'd have—" 

"I d have met the death you planned for me, 
darling. But — if you'll look out that window 
behind you. you'll see why I didn't." 

Henry Jordan's palsied legs carried him to 
the window; he goggled with incredulous, 
stricken eyes. What he saw was a brand new, 
glistening, powerful motorcycle. 

It was still raining when the three left. Again 
Jordan's feet were dampening, and the collar 
of his coat leaking cold water down his back. 
But this time the sheriff's steel handcuff about 
his wrist was even colder than the rain and 
die sheriff's gaze ahead through the woods was 
cold and forbidding. The sound of the motor- 
cycle, chugging ahead down the roadway, was 
mocking and weird in the wind." 
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LIGHTNING 
THE RAVEN 
Y\4 MARVO 
S™\ DR. NEMESIS 
CONGO JACK 
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MILLIONS OF BOYS AND GIRLS 
READ THESE LEADING COMIC BOOKS 
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Special to the readers of SUPER-MYSTERY COMICS if 




• SCREEN YOUR FAVORITE 

COMICS IN FULL COLOR! 

• HOW TO GET YOUR "WINGS OF AMERICA" 
ABSOLUTELY FREE!! 

• By simply cutting out the coupon or making a fac- 
simile of it, mail it together with twenty-fiVe cents in 
coin, plus a three-cent stamp foe handling and ship. 

• ping, and you will receive absolutely free twenty 
pictures "WINGS OF AMERICA" together with 
the Giant Camera COMICSCOPE projector. Every- 

• thing else included— COMICSCOPE— lu he and lens. 
Act immediately, send the coupon and you will get 
your pictures and COMICSCOPE quickly! 

••••••• 



MAIL TODAY- DONT DELAY * 



COMICSCOPE CO. OF AMERICA 

Dept. WW, 225 West 57th Street, New Yorh, N. Y. 
Please rash me at once the twenty pictures of the Offii 
and Nnvy Planes "Wings of America" absolutely free, a 
SCOPE camera projector, for which I enclose tv.enty.fiv 

p"i '- ir,ro:-:ir,L =ssn;p f.i.i- ]:;-.-.\\-- r.r.i _=h:".|r.c. 
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